IX
YOUTH?-!
THERE are several ways of being young. Your heart
may not have been fighting its losing battle for so long
as the hearts of some others, you may behave like a
child, or, in spite of a substantial weight of years, you
may sustain it with the outlook, the buoyancy and
the cheerfulness that are proper to men of half your age*
In this third category I am bound to place Mr,
Harold Nicolson. On consulting the appropriate
reference book I find he is no less an age than fifty-
three. That should not surprise you when you review
what he has done, what he has written and the places
he has inhabited or visited. But talk to him or hear
him speak and you will soon forget that he is akeady
so very old.
He is not a satisfactory politician. But what else
can you expect from a man whose vision and experi-
ence of the things he discusses are so much longer and
wider than the mean? He could hardly be a willing
servant of the Whips or a servile worshipper at the
shrine of any party leader.
His soft bland voice has been heard by millions
when he has been radiating his agreeable trivialities.
His utterance is sympathetic but precious. He makes
a forest out of a solitary fern-leaf and tricks out the
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